





lRuss by tbe 


aa is Dissy cat stts 
A by the fire. 
Flow aid she 
come there? 









In walks little Doggy. 
Says, Puss, are you there? 





—~a) 
How do you do, how do you do, Mistress PUSSY, ; 
Flow do you do?” 
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that went lo School. | 





Copr,, 1940, by Grosset & Dunlap, Inc. 


When the clouds hung heavy about the 
mountains, Hubert could step outside the 
cabin and wash his face in their damp 
white mist. That was how high up he lived. 
His Pappy’s little log house was built on 
the steep side of old Thunderhead Moun- 
tain so far up that the houses down there 
in the settlement seemed tinier than 


Around by the road it took a whole day to 

get to the school. But Hubert knew a short 

cut. Even though it was a steep and toil- 

some way zigzagging down the face of the 

ee Hubert could make it in an 
jour, 
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matchboxes. It was easy to pick out the 
schoolhouse from the others for its new 
tin roof glittered in the sun and sent up 
shafts of light like a diamond. 

Hubert sat on a rock ledge in front of his 
home and stared downward at the bright 
roof longingly. He was ten years old and he 
had never been to school. 


But when he pleaded with his Saher to 
let him go down and get some learning she 
always said, 

“I"m—lI'm afeard for you to walk 
it alone in the wintertime. If the snow be- 
gan to fly, pretty soon the trail would be 
covered and you ‘d not know which-a-way 
to turn. You’d go wandering on these 
rugged mountains until you were lost and 
frozen in the cold. No, no, you'll have to 
make out for a while longer with what your 
Pappy and | can teach you.” 








But Hubert could not forget his desire to 
go down to the school. All the boys down 
in the valley went there, They learned how 
to read stories out of books, tales of cow- 
boys, and hunts and other things that boys 
like to read of, 






If there were only a way he could earn a 
little money! Hubert cudgeled his brains. 
One day he said to his Mammy, 

“TV think Ill go ask Mr. Honeycutt if he 


would like a little help picking his apples 


and loading ‘em into, the wagon to. take to 





or 
my apples,” said Mr. Honeycutt, twisting 
his handle-bar mustaches. 

Hubert set to work picking apples and 
helping Mr. Honeycutt to hoist them into 


“Can't | just start this year, Mammy,’’ 
begged Hubert, “‘and go until the days be- 
gin to get cold and it looks like snow?” 

“Well, | suppose there‘d be no harm in 
that,” said his Mammy. “You can go dur- 
ing the month of September, There’s never 
any snow in September.’’ 


ae ee 
town. Maybe | could make me a little 
money to buy some store clothes and some 
books.’ 
“Go right ahead,” his Mammy nodded. 
“Asking wouldn‘t hurt.” 
“Why, yes | can use a little help loading 


_-— 


ae, ——. = 
his covered wagon. When it was loaded 


high, Mr. Honeycutt hitched his old brown 
mule between the shafts, then he climbed 
into the driver’s seat. 








“TI not forget you when | sell my apples 
in the town,’”’ he promised as he cracked 





his whip and went creaking down the rough " ‘ ee 
mountain road. ‘‘I’ll be back in two or three fhe Lene peeecy eesti einai 
days and I'll stop by your house with your 9 y ont y 
pay.” : ae 


me the store-bought pants first.’ After 
that he would buy a reader, 
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On the third day when he heard the rumble 


of Mr. Honeycutt’s wagon -wheels coming Ree 
around the mountain, he ran to the cabin 
door. 
“Whoa!” cried Mr. Honeycutt, pulling up : 
in front of the door. ‘Well, Hubert, I’ve _ Mr. Honeycutt leaned into the back of 
got your pay!’’ he said with a smile. the wagon and began to pull something for- 


ward. “Well, here’s your pay. How do you 
like it?’ 





aes "Well, how do°y ike hime?” he asked, 

Around the edge of the wagon top peeped turning back to Hubert. “He cost a little 
a neat fur-covered head with two dainty more than | ought to pay for having my 
horns. A goat! A trim little brown beard apples picked but then | remembered how 


wiggled merrily as his jaws worked. a boy loves a goat.” 





“‘Landsakes! What have you got there!’ 
_ asked Mammy when she saw the goat step- 
ping along into the house beside Hubert. 
“Well, I’ve got me a goat, though it’s not 
what..l. expected. It’s my pay for picking 
Ineycutt’s apples.” 


“Gee, Mr. Honeycutt, he sure is a fine 
goat. | thank you, | sure dol’ He took the 
goat’s rope and the trim little..animal 
bounded gracefully out of the wagon. 













The goat was never too busy eating to 
stop for a tussle with Hubert, for he was 


The goat made himself right at home. frisky and full of fun. He would rear upon his 
Hubert fixed him a nice bed of leaves in a hind legs and butt at Hubert playfully and 
corner of the woodshed and fed him some sometimes when Hubert bent over to pick 
corn or oats every day and let him crop up something, he ran at him from behind 
grass in front of the cabin. and set him. tumbling. 





S E eae? When she saw the mischief the goat had 


, One time he did it when Hubert was done, his Mammy said, ‘That goat’s going 
pouring a bucket full of buttermilk for the to be a nuisance. You had as well take him 
pigs. Over Hubert went, sprawling into the down to town and sell him. Then you'd 


trough full of buttermilk. have the money to buy your things.” 





Hubert shook his head. Naughty as the Hubert was hardly out of his own yard 


goat was, he.had learned to love him. when he heard a Scampering of small feet 

One day he had a bright idea. “| think and the goat ran alongside. Hubert was 
I'll go along to Mr. Posey’s place and see if pleased to have his company and soon 
he needs some help with his molasses.’ they arrived at the Posey cabin. 






“Well now, | might need someone to help 
me,’ said Mr. Posey, rubbing his bald head. 
“It's a lot of work making molasses. |’ve 


‘already made one big barrelful. It was “Yes, sir,’ Hubert nodded and the old 


a sight of trouble but if | do say so, it’s man leaned over and dipped into the barrel 
pretty good molasses. Would you like a with a large spoon 

“ut zi 
taste?” It was a nice invitation to the goat. He 


stood off a little way, then came at Mr. 





Posey with a rush. He sent him sprawling 
headfirst into the barrel of molasses. 
Mr. Posey floundered out looking like a 


tar baby, covered from head to foot with with that mischievous goat!’’ 
thick black molasses, =. : Sorrowfully Hubert walked along home, 
Get along!’’ he sputtered, wiping th and -the goat went mincing along beside 


molasses out of his face. “‘Get along home him. 


“Just as | told you, you had better take 
him down to the town and sell him,’’ urged 
Mammy when she heard of the mischief 
the goat had done. “He'll never be any- 
thing but a nuisance. Then you could buy 
your things.” 

But Hubert did not care to part with his 
goat. “He'll not be naughty -again;’’ he 
said. ‘’I’ll try him a while longer.” 

The next day he went about his tasks with 
a thoughtful face. He was trying hard to 
think of another way to earn some money. 

After a while he had a bright idea. “| 


think I'll go a-berrying,’’ he said to his — 


Mammy. ‘Maybe | can pick enough to: sell 
in the town and then | could buy my 
things.”’ 

“It’s worth trying,’ said Mammy. 

Before he left to go a-berrying, Hubert 
took a stout piece of rope and tied the goat 
to a tree. 

“You're a troublemaker,’’ he said, ‘‘and 
you'd best stay here where you'll be out of 
mischief.” ‘ 



























Off he started with a big basket over his 
arm. He was only halfway to the peak 
where the biggest blackberries grew when 
he heard a clattering behind him. He 
turned and looked and there was the goat 
tripping daintily up the steep stony trail 
dragging his rope all frayed and chewed. 

“How did you get loose, you naughty 
goat!’ cried Hubert, but just the same he’ 
was half glad to see his friend. All day 
long he picked berries on the high moun- 
tainside and the goat was'as good as could 
be. When’ his basket was full, Hubert’ set 
off for home. 

“Mammy, Mammy, come and see!’ he 
cried when he got there. ‘Come qnd see 
how many berries I’ve got! And they’re 
nice ones. I'll get a good price for them.” 
He set his basket on the. edge of the porch 
and ran to find his Mammy. 

When he got back, he found the basket 

tipped over. His berries were spilled on the 
ground and all scuffed and crushed. The 
goat’s mouth was stained with blackberry 
uice. 
Hubert looked at his naughty goat regret- 
fully. Perhaps he should take Mammy’s ad- 
vice. He’d likely get enough money for the 
goat to buy everything he needed. But the 
‘more he thought about it, the more he 
hated to part with his pet, 


, too busy asking questions about the goat. 
” The goat pranced with delight at seeing so 
many children. He stood upon his hind legs 
and butted the boys. He chased the girls. 
Then he let each one ride upon his back. 
Everyone wanted to be friends:with Hubert 
and his goat. 

When the school bell rang, the goat lay 
down on the porch and waited while the 
children marched in for their lessons. 
Hubert went uneasily. ‘“What shall | do for 
books?’’ he thought. But as soon as he was 
seated the teacher handed him a pile of 
them. There was an arithmetic, a speller, 
and a reader. 

“'They are yours for the year,’’ she smiled 
at him. “The State furnishes all our books, 
You're only supposed to keep them nice 
and clean so that next year another boy 
can use them.” } 

Every day during the month of September, 
Hubert wound happily down the trail to the 
schoolhouse with the goat beside him. 





“1 think Ill give him another chance,” 
he decided. 

For a while the goat would go along as 
good as yellow gold. But as surely as Hu- 
bert would think up a way to make a little 
money, he would break out with a piece 
of naughtiness and spoil all Hubert’s 
chances. } 

That was the reason that on the first days 
of September Hubert set off sadly for the 
school, wearing the same old homespun 
shirt and his old blue overalls. He left the 
goat at home shut up tight in the wood- 
shed. But not quite tight enough, for 
when he was only about halfway down the 
mountain he heard a quick tripping 
behind him. He looked around and there 
was the goat prancing merrily after him. 

Hubert frowned at him. “If it hadn’t been 
for you | would have been going to school 
with some new store-bought pants and a 
nice striped shirt,’ he said, ‘‘and | would 
have had some books to study from.” 

‘Baa, baa, baa!”’ bleated the goat, as gaily 
as though his master were dressed in some 
brand-new clothes. Down, down, down, they 
wound until at last they came to the school. 

“Oh, look!’ cried the children. “A new boy! 
And he has a goat!’’ They crowded around 
Hubert. No one noticed his faded shirt and 
his old blue overalls for they were much 














he could keep on going! Perhaps if 


Hubert studied his lessons hard for he knew lf aa 

that pretty soon cold weather would come he put his mind to it, he could think up a 
and the danger of snow. He wanted to learn ~ way. But think as he would, not an idea 
as much as he could. came into his mind. 


Then came the end of September. It was 
his last day in school. Hubert told his friends 
good-by and started sadly for home. 

As he climbed slowly up the mountain he 
noticed that the sky was dark and leaden. 
He was hardly halfway home when soft 
feathery flakes began to float downward 
among the tree trunks. Snow in Septem- 
ber! It could not be! As the white flakes 
flew thicker and thicker, Hubert hurried. 
his footsteps. He remembered what his 
mother had said about getting lost. 

“Baa, baa, baa!’ bleated the goat, as 
happily as though the whirling flakes were 
not fast covering up the ground, hiding the 
trail, making everything look strange. 
Hubert stopped and looked all around. His 
eyes were wide and frightened. : 

Everything looked white and cold and un- 
familiar. He could not tell which way to go. 
Any way he turned might start him 
rambling and he would be lost—lost in a 
snowstorm on shaggy Thunderhead Moun- 
tain: 

" But the goat seemed not to have a worry 
in his head. He frolicked ahead, bleating 


he returned to nip at his trouser-legs. It 
was as though he were saying, ‘‘Come on, 
what are you waiting for?” It gave Hubert 
a glint of hope. 7 

_ “Perhaps he knows the way,’ Hubert 
‘thought. He put his hand on the smooth 
back and stumbled along Where the goat 
-led. They climbed and climbed. With his 
eyes half-closed to keep the snow from 
blinding him, Hubert did ‘not know where 
he was going. But the goat stepped confi- 
‘dently as though: he were sure of the 
ground and at last Hubert felt himself on 
G leve] place. 





at Hubert, ‘Baa, baa, baa!’ Now and then, ~ 





Hubert’s heart gave a leap. He shielded 
his eyes with his arms and peered about. 
Dimly through the falling snow he could 
make out a building straight ahead. It was 
the cabin! He broke into a run, 


“Not with a gdat like this!’ cried Hubert, 
flinging the door wide so that his pet could 
come in and warm himself beside the 
hearth fire. “41 couldn’t tell which-a-way 
or where to turn, but he stepped right out 
and led me straight along home!” 

“lf that goat could lead you through a 
storm like this,’ spoke up Pappy, “he could 
lead you throtigh anything! And you never 
need fear getting lost between here and the 
schoolhouse.” 

“| reckon you're right,” agreed Mammy. 

After that there was nothing to keep 
Hubert from going to school during the rest 
of the year. 

Every day through the fall, the winter, 
and the spring, he and his goat zigzagged 
down the mountain trail together. Hubert 
learned to write and to figure sums and to 
read. But for all the time the goat spent 
in school, the only thing he ever learned 
was how to chew tobacco. 

But the goat was never left out of any- 
thing, not even from the speakings on the 
last day of school. The children went into 
the woods that day and gathered armfuls 
of bright red mountain laurel, and pale 
pink rhododendron. They plucked great 
bunches of shiny heart leaves and then 
made garlands to hang about the little 
stage at the end of the schoolroom. When 
they were finished it looked beoutiful. 





When he pushed open the door, his mother 
started up. She cried joyfully, “‘Hubert!’’ 
She hugged him tight. “Your Pappy was 
just setting off to look for you! | was afeard 
you were lost in the snow!” 


































The lamps were lighted that night. The 
mothers and fathers and all their kin were 
there to hear the children speak their 
pieces. When his turn came, Hubert walked 















“Go back where you belong,’” whispered 
Hubert, but the goat did not care to go 
back. He stood quietly while Hubert re- 
cited his piece. Hubert finished without 
a mistake and all the people clapped. 

“Hurray! Hurray for Hubert!’ they 
shouted. 

Hubert bowed politely as the teacher had 
taught him to, and marched from the 
stage, but the goat. spying the beautiful 
green garlands hanging upon the wall, 
went over and took.a nip. Finding them 
tasty he braced himself, pulled them down 
from the wall and stood in the bright light 
in the middle of the stage, chewing with 
gusto. I 

“Hurray! Hurray for the goat!” shouted 
all the people, laughing and clapping as 
the curtain went down, 


proudly out upon the stage. But before he 
reached the center he heard a trip-trip- 
tripping. He turned and looked and there 
was the goat stepping along behind him. 
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He doesn't have molars 

“as you would suppose, 

But mashes his food 

with the end of his nose, 
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That they both 
burst nto 2 


mee afer the ofher-— es ck To guarrel: much— 













her diring WIth 2 
Maylc1er trom Tiber, the house, — 


al 


Q- she suspected He called her 
As the witch saw the the magicianof mean, and they 
dishes disappear one being greedy — quarreled so 











He sligped by the guards 





Wong tar to the 


hidtidtred 218025. palace as quickly who, of course, Could tor 


as be Could. se fiir). 





As it dropped, the 
tear changed Irifo 2 
pearl which he pur 
lato his poceer. 











He felt sorry for = . _ —~ ~ 
her ard hurried The Emperor had just risen fo s/t down egain, 
(770 the palace _—_ to greet some guests and Wong pricked hitn 
to try 7o help Wong sat down quickly. with a needle. He 
break the spell. When the Emperor wanted  kepton going SO. 












After sorme 
717778, POW EVEr. 
Wong 26carr7é 
very PurIgGrY. 
Sudderly NO 
appeared with 
2 Lasker tii/ 
of Yepes. 


Until everybody was 
CONMVITICE, gs *TONC Was ee] | hs 
POssessed by arr evi! tig ON 3 

spirit, and the Emperor - = Ls ge Le as 
So VAAL aod Here fr ok cays arid nights, 
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On the sixth morning, Lut, the sniff Wong had The Emperor had him 


the foe! was changed taken had lost i7s arrested. He was 7o 
back io the power, andi he was be beheaded rhe 
princess again. olscovered. ext aay » 

















Lut then he 
remembered] 
7he pear! and 
had 1* serif 70 
the PV INICESS. 
She recogized 
Fite Ef O7Icé 
es the rnarr 
who had 





He was freed, arr 3 
great celebration Yes and No were 
was ordered. invited, 700. 





Ut the Were. So Wong was made trmperis! He lived very happily 
shy that they soon baker. The princess gave at the palace for rhe 
‘Hew away againon itn a kiss for every rest of fis iife. 

@ firecracker. ple he baked for he- 









“Regd Se 


Samy O'Grien wobee pam one aby. 
While gee tor bresklast he decided ro ploy 
Gur rer with toys / Cur Siting played 
With Dadelys sharp-edged razor blade. ‘ 





oy) 


Tow can You tnagine that silly boy 
ating a razor blade 3 toy 2 

Why before you could even 18ke 2 GUESS; 

Hed cut timselt into a terrible mess / 








+s 2 900d slirg Lacksy heard the slerm 
And stopped Sintray trom doting further ters. 
Sut rhe fact remstns -- we af! will say -- 





Wistches, laolers, or tire 8 fIor 
Toys te be played witls ,” the K2qged4s s3y. 
To leave therm alore 1s 1heé KSGGEAY Weg. 





Te 


SEES 





K THAT STONE WILL BE OUR HOUSE !-YOUu 
BE THE FAFA AND Z 



















AGE YOU HUET, )/¥ 
‘| BONNY 7 


ty 
y » 





GOAN fe fT WADA 
KECULAR LANDSLIDE ! 
ANO LOOK UP THERE =. 


'_ \ SECRET PASSAGE! 
15 7S ADVENTURE ! 
HOLE IN THE 


GROUND iF 
YOu Asc ME! 


B-BILLW !- IT ITS 
PITCH DARK IN 
HERE J 


ITS A TUNNEL Se THE 
LANDSLIDE UNCOVERED 
hy IT! 


I'M GOING EAA BILLY BEE!— 
EXPLORE IT! OON'T YOu CAE! 


THIS-THIS C'MON — JUST A 
IS DANGEROUS! LITTLE FARTHER! 





ANYONE Lice HM 
BEFORE ! J 


WE'RE SILLY 
ANO BONNY SEE! 


WV THE WORLD OUTSIDE ? 
7 — CERTAINLY ! SEE, I'M A SEVENTEEN YEAS LOCU 
AREN'T NOU ? ~WE LOCLSTS MUST STAY UNDER- 
» 1 GROUND UNTIL WE ARE 
SEVENTEEN YEARS 


BUT TODAY IS My SEVENTEENTH 1 WANT TO MAKE A GOOD IMPRESSION 
BICTHDAY AND TM READY ON EVERYONE OUT THERE- 
TO GO OUT AND SEE A HOW COL LOOK 7-19 MY= 
WHAT THE WORLD G & 5 
IS UKE - WRPEEES 





yeEP! THis 6 THE BIGGEST < ITS A WONDER |T'LL GO. OUT ANDO TELL ALL THE? 
. DAY OF My LIFE! )FUL OCCASION] INSECT FOLKC !- WE'LL FORM 
oS . a 1 THINK WE A RECEPTION COMMITTEE 
j Ss } CO FOR YOU, Me. LOCUST ! 


WELL, I GUESS? é ‘ee WHAT ARE YOU GOING ) I DON'T KNOW - 
IM READY TO CO j TO DO WHEN YOU THATS WHAT 
OUT, BILLY | CZ Bes: |GET OUTSIDE 7 WORRIES ME ! 


! -MAYBE IM LSELESS- MAYBE I 
WON'T_FIT IN AT ALL ON 
THE OUTSIDE ! 





FOUCS MHS IS 


WELCOME, ME, LOCUST! WHiS IS MIGHTY PMEDON US, Me. LOCU 
-I'M DADDY LONGLEGS! ff NICE OF ALLOF WE'RE FROM THE 
. we ‘you ! NEWSPAPER OFFICE! 


# =| NOW THAT YOU ARE 
HE OUTSIDE WORLD A Ff | HERE, WHAT SORT 
LOOK TO YOU ? .LOF WORK WILL YOU DO ZA 


HEARD OF SUCH A 


NO WORK 2-I NEVER \/DISGEACEFLUL! Y 1 KEW THIS 


WOULD HAPPEN ! 





YOUR JOS IS TO 
MAKE MUSIC! 


a1 GOOD-BYE, 
Me. LOCUSTS 





BY 
ond Suhre KELLY 


Lich and Judy tought 
| for a pie. 
| 







| 





Punch gave Judy a knock 
in the eye. 








(Nays Punch to Judy, ‘Will you have any more?” 
Says Judy to Punch, My eyes are sore.” 


Gh Ring Around the Rosies 







tk 


Bong around the rosies, 
Pockets tull of posies, 


Ashes, ashes, all fall down. 
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